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WHAT ON EARTH HAS EMIL BROUGHT US? 


At first, we wrongly assumed that this may be part of 
some unknown plot by Emil to create havoc while 
confusing even his most loyal readers but, then we 
rethought Emil’s ability to do this and then, figured that 
this was just Emil’s way to make a fast payday by going 
back through his extensive catalog and assembling (on 
second, third...fourth read) what actually turns out to be a 
rather interesting collection of his earliest, non-commercial 
work...many of these creations date back from before we 
fled Paris but mostly, these were made in the mid to late 
1920's in Havana. 

Emil was rather taken by the modernism of Georges 
Braques which later became famous as Cubism — which 
used geometry to create a style that was abstract in 
essence, almost pure abstract art and what Emil was 
always trying to achieve in his unsuccessful attempts to 
recreate the inner meanings of the Secret Geometry that 
he felt that Braques had hidden in plain sight in his art. 
This was extremely frustrating and hard for Emil as he 
never advanced in school beyond basic, survival math. 
This collection was Emil’s passion but, he never made a 
dime off them as they were a hard sell and were never as 
commercially successful as his normal portraits and 
doodles were while we were in Havana.. 

Finally, after all these years, Emil has succeeded in 
making a lemonade payday out of these old dusty lemons. 
Well done! 


Seine LaGone 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


Way back before we were shanghaied into the senseless 
conflict(s) of what some English Politician declared to be 
the “Great War” as a means to get him and his party re- 
elected and to deflect the growing concerns over the 
growing numbers of causalities that were starting to effect 
every street and hallow. 

We were ruthlessly shanghaied over a bar debt in London 
in 1915...true story...it is all there in the other book... 

Pick up a copy, Today! 

Sorry Campers! 

Seine forces me to do these shameless plugs! 

Please write your complaints to him and Master Chucky 
(strangely his term not mine) the slimiest of the clan of 
foul, crooked accountants that Seine has surrounded 
himself with at WWWG. 

Anywey... 

Before I so rudely interrupted my story, I was telling you 
that before this event I had started to explore a growing 
interest in the arts...I had the look with my black clothes, 
a stylish neck scarf (NO! it wasn’t gay! That is how the hip 
artists of that age actually dressed...and it was rather 
manly, if I dare say so!) and a true French Beret... 

I started to have an interest in the modernism paintings of 
this dude, Braque and I was intrigued by how it was said 
that his new style incooperated the ancient secrets of the 
Egyptian Mystery Schools and the universal code of 
“Secret Geometry.” 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


I was very familiar with these ancient schools of magic as 
I had studied it to a rather large extent after I answered 
an advert in the back of Popular Science Magazine. 

They advertised that they offered to most extensive and 
complete, home study course of the ancient mysteries 
that had never been see outside the locked, study hall 
doors of the Mosaic Hall. 

For $1.95 per month, I received the inner secrets that 
were normally only available to Masons of the highest 
order. 

To be truthful, I still don’t really understand much of the 
information in the course as I never went very far in my 
math studies other than to make change and what they 
referred to in those days as “Survival Math.” 

Of course, Seine already noted that and he and the other 
elitist bozos at WWWG never let me forget that I am nota 
product of a classical education but, rather a public school 
education. 

So I never studied Geometry little alone Secret Geometry 
and that has been a high wall that conspires to prevent 
me from getting it and by extension of replicating it in my 
multi-generational attempts to be the New Age Braque- 
but, at least, I had the look...as the old cowboy told me 
when I asked how could I become a cowboy too? 

“Son, all ya got to do is get yourself a cowboy outfit and 
you can be a cowboy too!” 

Then he told me that the Sears Mail Order Catalog had a 
great deal on cowboy outfits — that was where he got his. 


ARE YOU OUT THERE? COME TOGETHER! 


Regardless of Seine’s suggestion and his insights into 
expanding the marketability(s) of my publications (in 
which he is so heavily invested), I shall not turn this into 
yet another Art History book or dive deep into the finer 
meanings and interpretations of my inner artist... 
Campers! Please allow me to explain... 

Andy Warhol once wisely answered an art critic's 
comments that his creations were not traditional art (real 
art) by saying... 

“What is traditional art? Art, you see, truly means that I 
have found ten or more people that agree with me and 
then, my friend, that is true art...next question, please?” 


I'm on board with Andy and will not get drawn into a 
running twitter battle with some Ukrainian DNC troll (still 
living in his mom’s basement when not working at the 
DNC Call Center {outside Kiev?}...Ya! You know who I am 
talking about...don’t ya, Bubba?) who fancies himself a 
“Woke” Age Artist but, who flunked out of Art History 101 
at the Community College (didn’t ya?). Not gonna happen! 
Sorry friends and fellow campers but this needed to be 
said. The problems of this new “Woke” Age tire my brain 
and I do miss those bygone ages when, I could be like 
good old Uncle Joe (Bidden?) and just come up and punch 
you across the room if I disagreed with you comments. 
Those (you little Woke Twitter Trolls) were the days when 
it was worth living and you stood tall by what you said. 

It is deeds not words that will change the world and I 
don’t need 256 characters to prove that! 


TO PARIS... 


I remember it like yesterday (20 of March in 1917!) 
Don’t you Seine? 

This was our first chance to take a complete breath, 
express a complex sentence without being prepared 
to duck for an incoming shell or stray bullet (like the 
one that killed that old man, the cook...what was his 
name...the Yorkie?) and this damn train stopped at 
what seemed to be, every ten feet. 

Fourteen long, boring hours sitting in a converted 
baggage car (as non-paying passengers and 
unwashed foreigners, we were not allowed proper 
accommodations with the proper French passengers 
in the Salon Cars) with a bunch non-stop gibberish 
from a large group, green first timers to the 
wonders of the world’s greatest city, Paris. 

Fourteen hour of this nonsense conversation, non- 
stop with their wild speculations about French 
Women, where to eat and someone said that they 
were going to the museum (at least one cultural 
chap in this heathen assemblage) and as on cue, 
the train shuddered and rumbled to let another ten 
minute stop at some dark and unmarked 
crossroads... 


TO PARIS... 


I asked one of senior sergeants (a Paris regular) 
about how long the trip should last and not to my 
surprise, he said “about four to five hours but, that 
was back in the early days before the trenches and 
it looked like the German’s might break through at 
any moment...” he added with a smirk, 

“And...any conductor worth his salt and fearing that 
they might become a German prisoner...would not 
be stopping every other milepost to pick up or 
deposit a farmer...they hauled it and sometimes, had 
to be forced a gun point to stop at even major 
cities...” 

We both agreed that those were the days. 

As the scenery faded from deserted farms, nearly 
empty villages and we started stopping in ever 
larger towns, fascinating-looking ladies from the 
French Red Cross, clad in white from top to toe, 
stepped into the carriage jingling little white tin 
boxes. 

"Messieurs, Mesdames, pour les blessés, s'il vous 
plait" 

Seriously, they were begged us to give them what 
little change we had been able to steal away for our 
coming adventure(s) in Paris, they wanted us to 
contribute to the war effort... 


TO PARIS... 


As they passed, I coldly said that I had already 
donated much more than they will ever know to this 
crazy war effort. 

Of course, this did not go over to well and the 
conductor was called to deal with my utter rudeness 
to a proper French Woman and at that, with the Red 
Cross...Lucky for me, Seine stepped in and 
explained in his better command of French that I 
was touched in the head after I had saved that car 
load of Nuns from being raped by those Godless 
German demons... 

“He had a rough time and we are taking him to Paris 
for a blessing by the Archbishop...do you want us to 
tell the Archbishop that it was you that accosted 
such a brave hero of the Republic?” 

Utter rubbish but, it took the wind out of the 
conductor to extract his pound-of-flesh from my 
heathen hide and he ushered the Red Cross Gals 
back to the proper salon cars. 

At Amiens, we stopped for the engine to be repaired 
and pieced back together when this dainty, 
Parisienne Gal walked up on to the departure 
platform. She was clad in a navy-blue suit with a 
very smart pair of high navy-blue kid boots and 
small navy-blue silk hat. 


TO PARIS... 


“What a sight and teasement of what awaited us in 
Paris...” 

I mentioned to Seine and the old Sargent who I had 
discussed train schedules with early...he had kind of 
latched on to our grouping as he was having a hard 
time trying not to punch the lot of those Paris 
Newbies. 

Several of which, they were already in hunt for this 
nave-blue clad lady and only after she fled into the 
arms of two French officers (very spick and span, 
obviously going on leave) did they back and 
returned disgruntled back to the baggage car 
mumbling the unfairness of it all and something 
about “killing all officers and maybe we could be 
done with this unfair war where they (officers) get 
the most beautiful women...” 

As we neared Paris there was another stop before 
the train went over the temporary bridge that had 
been erected over the Oise. 

We could still see the other that had been blown up 
by the French in order to stem the German advance 
on Paris in August 1914. 

This shattered bridge brought it home to me how 
very near to Paris the Germans had really came! 


TO PARIS... 


As we stepped out of the Gare du Nord all the 
people were looking skywards at two passing 
zeppelins which had just dropped several bombs 
more to just scare the hell out of the locals and 
plant seeds of defeatism amongst the Parisian 
denizens. 

“Some welcome...if I wanted to get bombed...1 
would have stayed at the front!” 

Of course, this isn’t true not in the least! What can 
you say in public these days without someone 
pointing you out as a German Spy...and they shoot 
spies these days and then investigate if it were true 
or not? 

Paris in War time at that period (March, 1917) wore 
rather the appearance of a deserted city. Every third 
shop had notices on the doors to the effect that the 
owners were absent at the war. 

Others were being run by the old fathers and 
mothers long since retired, who had come up from 
the country to "carry on." 

My friend told me that when she had returned to 
Paris in haste from the country, at the beginning of 
the war, there was not a taxi available, as they were 
all being used to rush the soldiers out to the battle 
of the Marne. 


TO PARIS... 


Fancy taxiing to a battlefield! 

Walking along the street from the main station up 
towards the promise of a warm bed, cold beer and a 
long evening of debauchery with several thinly-clad 
young French Beauties, an old nun (God's curse or 
joke on me for my behavior on the train?) stopped 
me, and in broken English asked how the war was 
progressing. 

The people in the shops did too, when they realized 
that we had just come straight from the real fight 
and looked like we had seen the worst of it. 

I believe our unkept, hobo manner of dress did 
more for the German War Effort than did those 
Zeppelins that day. 


"GRIS-GRIS” 

Standing up Crisp 
Gris-Gris lain in the grass 
Shudder, as we pass 
Voodoo Chants, wild echoes in dark 
Dizzy, Liquored grog dreams. 
Working girl’s grisette 
Not in fine “gros de /ondres” 
Foolish Miss Deirdre 
Diluted dreams lost in groans 
Faded rosebuds look on down. 
Wild Voodoo rived rites 
Sung out in Chantey rhyme schemes 
Listless machetes 
Gris-Gris curse them who speak 
Grasshopper banisters smile. 


- Emil 1916 


“WHITE BOTTLE GIN” 


White Bottled Gin 
Slugged with a slight grin 
Standing by seaside 
Acting as first mate and friend 
Left marooned with the Marinates 
As you swam out towards deep waters 
Waving out another final farewell 
Aboard the boat of giant sails 
White Bottle Gin 
Slugged with a slight grin 
Away from the leeward island 
Again collar turned 
Standing by the quarter-deck 
The last ten years fade away 
Captain, again, of a mighty rigger 
Your island home, memories locked away 
A joke to be shared on a late, midnight watch 
White Bottle Gin 
Acting as first mate and friend 
Left to his wits amongst the Marinates 
White Bottle Gin 
Standing by seaside 
Slugged with a slight grin... 


- Emil 1916 


DAY TWO IN PARIS... 


The general impression when we arrived in Paris, a 
fortnight or so ago, was of a city where it was 
always a rather sleepy Sunday morning with very 
few people milling about or even going about their 
daily business. Maybe, it was those Zeppelins that 
had forced the good people of Paris 
indoors...maybe, not? 

By this afternoon, whatever had forced people 
indoors, whatever cause or danger was now long 
gone and the people overwhelmed the boulevards 
making them sedately full — but even with the 
masses returned, it still it felt like a Sunday morning. 
No theatres were open, nothing but a few 
dangerously overcrowded cinemas seemed open; all 
restaurants posted signs that they would be closing 
at ten and many of the merchant shops were just 
plain closed or seemed vacant altogether. 

Walking the central length of the Rue de la Paix, we 
hardly saw a shop that hadn't been shattered...with 
almost the smell of stale smoke, pilferage and a 
sense of having been looted by angry, poor mobs on 
their way to free the prisoners in the Bastille... 
Opps...wrong century... 

I am told very different events that I was confusing! 


DAY TWO IN PARIS... 


On second look, they all were properly boards and 
now covered with posters supporting the was effort 
or an occasional, illegally posted flyer about “If you 
want a good time...” 

Seine said that this was to be expected as many of 
the shops had catered to the very wealthy with a 
large percentage of the most famous, discount 
jewelry shop houses and salons. 

Seemed that in these war years, there must not be 
much call for expensive jewels and watches...no 
need to make yourself a target of the milling crowds 
desperately trying to maintain as near normal of a 
life as one could with the city still a target for the 
vast German, Industrial War Machine. 

In such times, I would seriously be tempted to roll 
and mug some of these rich old basters of the High 
Estate... 

“Share the wealth!” 

To me it made like total sense in that it was better 
that I or at least some locals got it rather than 
leaving it for the invading Hun (a very insultive term 
used for the German Soldiers — who were being 
compared to the evilness barbarianism of “Attila de 
Hun”). 


DAY TWO IN PARIS... 


To me it was almost our patriotic duty to retrieve 
such treasures and secure them from the enemy... 
Well...Seine convinced us that first, we are not 
French and the police who are still very much 
present out in the streets (itching to kill a German 
Spy or two) would likely shoot us first then ask 
questions about who we really were. 

Further over, the Avenue de Il'Opera was similarly 
boarded up and largely shuttered too; no absinthe, 
and the riotous Abbaye of Montmartre had been 
turned into an open-air, soup kitchen??? 

Actively milling and loitering about the busy soup 
kitchen, we chanced upon a few soldiers who 
seemed already lost to this world and from their 
musky smell of staled cigarettes, cheap whisky and 
that fact that several were unable to stand without a 
proper lean upon a nearby wall or light post; we 
knew that there must be some local barkeep or pub 
that didn’t let the curfew stand in the way of a 
night's profit. 

It took a real effort to communicate with this 
assembled rabble of drunken soldiers for, at this 
point in time, they only were speaking in “Drunk.” 


DAY TWO IN PARIS... 


I had no started my effort to deifier the meaningless 
gibberish of this helpless lot when I had to dodge 
two more staggering revelers but, they were kind 
enough to offer to show us back to the watering 
hole that had apparent routed a large part of the 
English Army in Paris with their endless supply of 
cheap whisky. 

“Cheap” was a very found word for us in those days 
(as it is still so sadly is to us even today!) given our 
near destitute financial reverses and so we eagerly 
followed the two staggering troopers back through 
several darkened alleys and up a couple of side 
streets (without street signs) to this crusty, little 
hole-in-the-wall, a most proper definition of a dive 
bar and we cheered greatly as we made a mad dash 
to the nearly opened door. 

Warningly greeting us as a rather odd mixture of 
host, fixer and relief bartender was this young, 
friendly guy with very passable English, a wicked 
smile and you could just tell if there was trouble 
worth getting into, he was the man we needed to 
see about where to go for a good time...his name 
was Claud but, we all just called him Claudie for 
short. 


DAY TWO IN PARIS... 


This is how Claudie came to join our little group as 
he just naturally fell in with us like he had been a 
life-long chap with us and he had a cousin, who he 
compared to a living goddess...her name was 
Mimmie. 

The rest turns out to be history... 


“Special Decks of Forty” 


Special coloured decks of 40 playing cards each, 
deeply illustrated with a rich mixture of images 
taken directly they say from the gleaming eye of 
Lady Luck’s cunning and envisioned mythologies 
that it might, possibly take for someone to defeat 
her and the house. 

Gambling all night at a crowded table, cautiously 
awaiting upon the dealer turning the colours as 
early in this game, one quickly learns to be betting 
anything other than to be betting with the banker 
was sure folly against Lady Luck, unless you secretly 
wished to leave the tables early, poor and broken. 
Special coloured decks of 40 playing cards each, 
out in a dusty, cantina bar, out on the very ragged 
edge of all Known civilization, playing amongst local 
grave robbers and archeologist interns. 

With all hidden cards now showing, face up upon 
the crowded table, In the corner of my eye, the 
reflecting beams of the grave robber’s exposed knife 
blade could be seen glowing...blinding Lady Luck’s 
eye...make her turn away for just that split moment 
and as if guided by an inner, a deeper Kismet, the 
Klepht Revolutionary Brothers (who had come late 


“Special Decks of Forty” 


to the game) proceeded to hold one after another, 
of what seemed to be, it seemed to be a never 
ending stream of wining hands...As death revels at 
the shot. 

Special coloured decks of 40 playing cards 
each...Colours turned up wrong; something had 
gone so terribly wrong 
The Banker's bet was lost, our collective fortune 
mixed with the spoils of the now angry grave 
robbers was spent, transferred to these two 
strangers who fell out of the night and into our 
friendly little cantina bar, but as the Klephts bought 
another round; even the grave robbers warmed and 
temporal friendship formed, bought and paid for 
with the Klepht Brothers winnings of shinny Rhine 
Gold. 


“FORTUNES DISCUSSED WHILE 
DOWN AT THE PALMS” 


I thought for a moment, looking away from her and 
fixing my sight on a passing river boat; I stopped in 
mid thought for the need to regain my bearings; is it 
true? 

I then asked to her. Is it true? 

Which I thought was a more than reasonable way to 
address this new found issue and as a means of 
starting a conversation. 

At first, she did not answer and there was that long 
awkward pause in the flow of our meeting down at 
the Palms. 

So, I continued to watch the river boats cross my 
line of sight before turning back to her and facing 
her directly with my same question waiting to be 
asked. 

I enjoyed meeting down at the Palms, as it is so 
much quieter and simpler than on the other side of 
the island where all the tourist stay and party in the 
business section and downtown. Someday this will 
all be gone, lost to history and only recalled to the 
memory of us, the select few that took our time to 
notice the progress of modern times. 


“FORTUNES DISCUSSED WHILE 
DOWN AT THE PALMS” 


I will truly miss this link to the way that Paris was 
even ten years ago...long before river front hotels, 
mad amounts of investment money and all of these 
modern high-rises that are seriously attempting to 
lay waste and destroyed what remains of the old 
downtown. 

Is it true? I poised the question again and looked 
directly at her to try and gage her true reaction(s). 
After I asked again there was a pause but her eyes 
rolled back and the directly at me; shaking back her 
long and flowing raven dark strands of silky hair; 
she turned slightly away from me and towards the 
passing river boat that I had been focused on, too. 
You could see that the answer was more complex 
than that, there might very well be multiple answers 
or it could even require an extended essay. 

Getting down to the point was starting to become 
questionable but feeble wish, at best. 

Then, without any rhyme or reason; she looked 
directly back at me and said without the slightest 
stutter, no hesitation in her voice; drawing in closer 
as if she might whisper; in a soft, steady tone; she 
merely said: “How do you know?” 


TIME — WHAT HAS BECOME OF US? 


One of the minor peculiarities of Paris under war is 
the chaotic condition of the city’s numerous clocks. 
Paris clocks have never been famous for accuracy, 
except for those at the railway stations as it is a 
common European complaint about the trains 
running late... 

(Later, a generation on, when Mussolini seized 
power in Italy, the first thing that he insisted was 
that all of the country’s trains ran on time — and 
after that...for a long time...all of his valid short- 
comings were dismissed because as the English 
Lady praised “At least he got the trains run on time” 
It is all in a sense of importance with what the 
people truly want.) 

So in a way, the French have already figured that 
out and all the numerous questions about the 
meaningless of the mass slaughter of the French 
People in an Industrial War they were not prepared 
to fight, little-a-lone win; that could all be dismissed 
by the Ministers by their brags about how even in 
war, the trains continued to run on time! 

Of course, that wasn’t true, not even close but, it 
could be that all trains did leave the Paris Station on 
time even if they hadn’t arrived. 


TIME — WHAT HAS BECOME OF US? 


We have been here for our full two weeks of leave 
from the killing fields but, we decided that we 
needed an additional two weeks which then turned 
into six...now eight? 

We just decided, with the support and assistance of 
our new friend, Claudie; we just decided to not go 
back. 

I can hear the long knives being drawn... 
“Cowards!” 

“Traitors!” 

Let me clear this up right here and now! 

This was never our fight, we were Shanghaied, 
kidnapped to fight and die because one King's pride 
was insulted by his very own cousin, the Emperor — 
all this because of a phony bar bill from a pub in 
London and it was prison or enlist. 

We faithfully stayed alive for nearly two years while 
much braver, professional soldiers fell by the 
wayside of history and we watched the senseless 
slaughter brought on by our mentally challenged, 
inter-breed social elitist, commanders who so boldly 
gambled with our lives while they were safely, 
secure, far behind the actual scene of battle. 


“THIS WAS NOT OUR FIGHT!” 


TIME — WHAT HAS BECOME OF US? 


Personally, I never had anything against the 
common German foot soldier as he was a poor slob 
just like us, fighting and dying for the meaningless 
honor of some worthless King or Emperor. 

In fact, I have relatives in Germany and they are 
rather nice people... 

Claudie was much the same as us in that he just 
packed up his kit and came home to Paris after 
watching his regiment lined up in Napoleon Era 
Lines of Combat (in all of their finery, their best 
parade uniforms and sporting boots polished to a 
blinding finish) and matched line by line out into and 
across the death zone of No-Man’s Land as their 
General ordered them to do, from the safety of his 
command bunker... 

“,..Let us take the fight to the Huns! Do France 
proud, boys!” 

Midpoint of the field as the Germans held their fire 
and waited until his entire regiment was assembled 
right in front of line suppled with liquid-cooled 
machine guns and supplement with their deadly 
field cannons calibrated to where the regiment stood 
in pride... 


TIME — WHAT HAS BECOME OF US? 


It was then, the Germans opened fire, quickly 
dropping line after line and many of them later 
expressed their own horror that the French 
Commanders forced these troops on... 

Claudie saw the young men in the near of the 
column start to panic and turn in a total route by 
attempting to flee the carnage, destruction and 
certainty of awaiting death. 

As they did, the French General shouted out that 
they were all defeatist, called them cowards and 
then he ordered French artillery to block their 
retreat...“You shall fight to victory or face death...” 
The General felt his pride had been insulted and was 
not going to allow a few cowards to spoil his 
brilliant, by the book, attack plain. 

Within thirty minutes it was all over, according to 
Claudie, even the Germans stopped shooting to 
allow the few still standing a chance to limp back to 
the protection of the distant tree lines where the 
French Command Bunker sat. 

“My regiment, my friends sacrificed on the honor of 
some ancient general who learned to fight with the 
legions of Emperor Napoleon and refused to believe 
that warfare was forever changed by the Industrial 
Revolution and modern technology.” 


TIME — WHAT HAS BECOME OF US? 


“So, I packed up and hitch a ride in a supply truck, 
told them that I was going on leave and departed by 
train back home to Paris...and, I have been here 
ever since.” 

After a long, depressing night of recalling all those 
we have lost and realize that even the bravest had 
given their life for literally nothing. 

It was closing in towards near dawn as we rested up 
on the flat roof of the bar, it was then that we 
collectively agreed that we forgave the Germans and 
that at dawn we would take a blood oath (crazy 
French custom or so Claudie said) to declare our 
own personal peace treaty with the Empire of 
Germany and as long as they didn’t bother us, we 
would act in kind. 

At dawn, we sealed the deal and Claudie broke out 
an ancient bottle of Napoleonic Brandy that he 
liberated from the general before leaving. 

Claudie insisted that I come home with him and stay 
to meet his cousin Mimmie when she returns home 
from her day job. 


SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


What a girl! 

This wind, careful as it will make you brown, 
Covering you in dust and sprinkling you in ashes 
How sweet and balmy this wind can be 
I long to live in a land fare, where winter never came 
Far away from even this delightful conversation, 

I solemnly elected to go into my voluntary exile 
don't like to just dash-off things 
find a pleasant little room, write, and re-write, 
and had it all but finished 
when the alarm clock rang 
Again, the lost morning hour was already being chased 
hear the slightly tremulous, 

The clearness of your young voice 
although you cannot see that it has been 
Now for, it must be, almost four hundred years 
Ever since the early dawn of the Renaissance 
In its longing to soar away into the incoming sunshine, 
and lead a full, a truly free life 
Free from the need to be endured, 
away from the forgetfulness 
or carelessness of 
ever the long weeks in this land's dismal, rainy weather, 
when it is very hard to keep a dry thought; 

The truth is that 
old horses are very weak on the subject of age. 


SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


I've often spoken to them about spectacles, and 
offered to get them any kind they would wear, 
from leather goggles up to gold rims, but they 

always takes it with almost disinterest 
Maybe, 
it was an blatant insult out in the same pasture. 
Now, 
if any of you want to ask questions 
Concerns as to how I talk 
how you got this letter, 
or just. Basically anything else 
I have to kindly suggest that it is a great deal 
thinking back on the pleasant days last August, 
when you and I spent the day 
Off smelling clover growing wild in the fields 
I think of it rather a lot 
You were very kind to me at first, 
I remember, because you thought... 
Do you remember, recall when? 
how dreadfully sleepy 
you used to be those hot days? 
Do you still remember, recall when? 
always 
being so dull and dignified 
I took my pencil and wrote 
An open reply to you comments on loss 


SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


Why would you envision that I had 
Would do you a most kind favor, 

I do remember all of your verbal tricks , 
and in the manner in which you 
Served them up, delivered them so cruelly 
I am still without full understand 
that I never went to sleep standing up 
Just as well, my friend 
as trying to look dignified and unconscious 
is next impossible to achieve 
but it was no use, you just showed it all 
your teeth on parade, lost in your broad grin 
and I think you actually winked at me. 
Why should I not take the extra time 
I shall seriously reply to all this nonsense? 

At first, I imagined that I might be wiser to 
Maybe, I still should just fashionably bow out 
retired from the field before I am caught 
amid the lingering storms 
a monsoon of rather faded memories 
Since I do hold the whole truth, I decide to stay 
even when I know that I am being conned 
But then there was the mention of future events 
It all became clear 
they formed several uneasy questions, 
never was there a more unreliable sequences 
I understood it was going to be rather unpleasant 


SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


I stood my ground and made ready as possible 
All of my long awaited promises 
It was if they were all meant for nothing 
It fell beyond my abilities to suppress 
You could see how quickly the wind blows 
how it goes rattling around your best intensions, 
making even the best thought out plan mere dust 
Leaving it its wake an utter sense of confusion 
What they use to call a “Haifa Minute.” 
In a slide swipe, a parting injunction 
that everything had always 
It had been nothing more than 
to hurry you, right along. 
I guess it doesn’t much matter anymore? 
time isn't of much of an account 
Not really a determining factor worth the effort 
I am much too puzzling 
Recalling yet again, the rebuses early this morning, 
talking to some girl about the weather of the day 
With it all ended in 
me sitting down on the door-step 
Lost in a perfect convulsion of laughter 
vainly tried to keep my face straight 
taking advantage of the occasional momentary lulls 
Gulp yet another sip on the bottle 
Concealed in this little brown paper parcel 


SEE HOW THE WIND BLOWS 


Yes, 
I am without redeeming social grace, 
I am utterly, absolutely bankrupt 
I am but a beggared 
Seems like such a long time ago 
my readers may well suppose, 

They know all to well my numerous weaknesses 
As they are each documents and recorded 
They are well Known and proven by many sources 
Like me, they live threadbare and torn 
Mostly, many just take my fair speeches 
My soapbox dialogs of mass destruction 
They leave them for what they were worth 
a dollar-fifty and my thoughts 
That might secure me a cheap cup of java... 
absolutely bankrupt, Like I totally agree! 

I am but another beggared, from a long time ago 
An old woman, at a recent affair, looked over to me 
and I could hear her whisper to a friend 
"It was really melancholy to see what a character he has 
made of himself..." 

Out on the piazza, or was it at the gate, 
with the last button fastened, and her parasol raised, 
was all that I now remember, that I can now recall about 
from where this story had a beginning. 


CONVERSATIONS WILLED 
INTO EXISTENCE 


Conversations subconsciously willed by us and into 
existence, thoughts that we freely mingled together with 
our worse fever dreams, we had so dutifully planted and 
simply harvested, reaped and then, re-sown into even 
wilder and more vivid abstractions to our daily lives here 
in Paris...this was or wasn’t why we came here, today. 
“Thought and inspiration” were our agreed mantra and 
where better to be found than on a late Thursday 
afternoon swimming here, deep in our glasses of dark, 
Sweet red wine or in the breeze softly drifting across...up 
from the river below the balcony. 

There was a more than distant hint of live music which 
now, made itself known, but even that was not a given 
reason for Minnie started to dance and then, to her urge 
for us all to join with her in this wild South American- 
inspired dance...very risqué in its motions and nature. 

Until we were all near collapsing down on to the floor 
completely spent, we continued in the wake of Minnie’s 
dance lead and finally, only then, did we know that we 
were finally done and needed to sit down for a spell. 
Minnie looked us pitiful excuses of vernal males and 
laughed out... 

“The hardest part, which starts, let's say tomorrow. 
Simple color awash across the ground as the wheel of 
fortune spins, parlay up that bet, double or nothing for 
your soul and nothing to hold on to but each other...” 

- Emil, 1917 
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BETWEEN ME & YOU 


Between you and me, a rather odd silence arose, 
raised up to a deafening crescendo; modified by 
some limiting adjective which takes this out of the 
realm where I felt it to be objectionable, turning me 
into a sentimental, manipulating emotional cripple... 
Openingly, I wonder if you could cut out, send me at 
least one post card; 

I was more anxious to hear your critique, however 
severe, self-mortification tends to assume more and 
more violent forms, till it culminated in the strange 
aberrations of abstract of my moral speculations, 
culminating in the rigid maxims that are not 
necessarily derived from the cultivated lady who 
raised her sherry glass and stared speculatively at 
my determination that a virtuous woman should 
rather face and overcome temptation - which was 
truly a fairly rare word, it would seem, to that lady. 
I was first taught by the Jesuits that the meaning of 
the word, the action...the deed...that was the sin of 
temptation...that it was the weakness of a dullard, 
and then later, growing up, after my schooling; 
failure to rise to the height of the challenge branded 
you to a lifetime as a social coward. 


BETWEEN ME & YOU 


By the time, I met you, it applied to acts that 
involved any risk and my ability to focus beyond the 
reasoning that this should have taught to 
me...preparing me for...In any case, events have 
decided against my misuse of much (if any) of what 
would come about; assuring me in the conclusion 
that my vision(s) are truly clouded, seeded by very 
bad conclusions brought on by miscommunication or 
wishful thinking; as to what (even) the problem(s) 
are...little alone; as to means to be used in solving 
them; to have been deemed unable to comprehend 
the mystic intricacies and intrigues of what would 
now be seen to be just wrongness in my whole line 
of thinking; as it did not depend upon any 
enlargement of my brain, merely on its unmonitored 
usage. I had a vision along the road to Paris one 
fall day...out along the old back highway leading 
from the coast, just a little to the southeast of the 
marker that says that Thomas Rubinstein (famous 
1910's movie star) ran his red sports car into a tree 
and promptly died; I had stopped to pay respects 
(as I always do) and it was at that very 
moment...unlike Saul...it was then that I realized the 
true meaning(s) of the deficient rains in Ethiopia 
and... 


BETWEEN ME & YOU 


See how I just...did I not boldly force this imagery 
into our current discussion? 

Was this meant to confuse you or maybe, just to 
illustrate that you are dealing with the unreeling, the 
shattered ramblings of a mad, a truly foreign man? 
Still, what it really should mean, truly it is meant to 
imply and thus be an instructional message to you... 
“All of the simplest answers are inadequate...” 

Yes, it’s a rather strange, a very odd notion with it’s 
coupled vision, meaning that it is completely 
deficient of arguable logic just as the lack of rain are 
to the Ancient Coptic Lands of Ethiopia. 

Otherwise, these are all things that cannot be 
personally controlled by our personal action(s) or to 
that extent by any mere mortal, in fact, to anyone 
short of God...Do you know of him? 

As with the terrible potentialities of a unexploded 
bomb, we must not waste time in deprecating the 
many meanings of this phrase’s unlimited usage. 
Instead, we must be more determined, we must 
declare to the entire world, we are true and official 
advocates of the politely deprecators of in which this 
title’s speech implies..."Between Me and You”... 
While never forgetting that we may not be as good 
as you remembered us to be..." 
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TWENTY — YEARS GONE...OR SO IT SEEMS! 


NOTE: 

For whatever reason(s) that I can not truthfully 
recall now, placed Claudie in Paris just as the 
German Blitzkrieg rolled every closer to Paris, 
stranding him with a sea of stunned, a motionless 
generation of young French who were completely 
blindsided by the sudden turn in war events of the 
past several weeks...Dunkirk and now Paris is to fall 
to the might of the advancing German Army. 

This was not never to happen... 

Everyone bitterly protested and shouted out 

“What of the vast millions of Francs we spent on 
those massive border forts and castles? Worthless 
like our retreating Grand Army!” 

It was stunning and it would seem that the Germans 
would enter the city before the rag-tag remains of 
the Grand Army stumbles back into town. 

Here, Claudie was directly in the mix. 

Why? 

Who knows but, I Know he always has an angle or 
there is some financial benefit to him? 

Several weeks later, from some little village lost on 
the Spanish side of the Frontier, Claudie penned me 
the following account of his last two days in Paris. 


TWENTY — YEARS GONE...OR SO IT SEEMS! 


Emil, 

It has been two eventful days in Paris; from my 
sudden simamons arrival until my anticipated 
departure on this Sunday on the noon train headed 
towards the Spanish Border, with the ever-changing 
scenes; all of them prancing and dancing like a 
drunken review right here before my very eyes; 
eating supper off tin plates; the constant babble of 
eleven elderly sisters arriving in a station crowded 
with war hungry men... 

The long night spent in trying; not to listen to the 
booming from all those ancient; left over guns from 
the last Great War which city leaders delusionally 
meant to use in defense of the great city; with its 
worse enemies almost outside the gates; maybe 
they are already touring the streets, seeking an 
early reservation at a top hotel or more permanent 
lodging, a bed...a breakfast or both. 

Scrambling back towards home from the crowded 
train station; down through the tiny streets lit only 
by splendid stars (as power was cut off yesterday to 
most of the city by the Central Utilities) shining 
through the bleakness of the night and highlighted 
by a setting moon, growingly deserted, vacant 
streets as people huddle behind closed doors 


TWENTY — YEARS GONE...OR SO IT SEEMS! 


waiting for this storm to pass; everywhere there are 
those whispering; maybe it would be smart...to be 
checking last minute train schedules or buses; 
“Maybe” 

I thought as I hurried up the path; I already had a 
plan to get out of the city or to some point even 
further south than the frontier; to a place where 
free Frenchmen might still stand...Africa? 

It all seems so unreal to be debating our exodus; 
little not alone the nipping urge to flee all the way 
down towards the Spanish Border... 

Maybe on second thought, wintering in Portugal as 
they are much nicer; at least to our kind. 

In a darkened “City of Lights”; so vast the darkness 
and lonely, crowded and cosmic all at once seems 
cast down into the fiery pit; swept off into a new 
phase of existence where the old ways of feeling 
things do not answer nor respond in the correct 
manner any longer. 

Yet but, still with the just appointed rank of 
Lieutenant Commander of the Home Guard; people 
still pause out of respect for what the uniform once 
stood for; while their eyes look to me and plead for 
an answer as if I held an easy solution; anything to 
give them at least a bit of hope; not even salvation 
from the coming disaster... 
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“I'm a soldier now...but, dear lady...I am but a boy; 
playing this game of war; not feeling it more than I 
when; I was much younger, riding upon my stick 
horse as the Grand Marshal of the last Great War...” 
“What can I do?” 

I smile as they take my hand and I nod in 
agreement with their own unprompted solutions... 
Back at the safety of a small, rented room; all that I 
could afford; very strange how even with the world 
collapsing; the need for commerce is still very much 
alive; 

I said as much to the innkeeper as he made a not so 
veiled reference that my rent was due tomorrow... 
My supper of meat and beans that tasted so good 
off a tin plate, now conspired with the exhaustion of 
the frenzied day to put in as much sleep as I can 
before I had to decide my path and create a means 
to sidestep my approaching faith... 

Tomorrow... 

That is good... 

Tomorrow; 

I shall have a plan... 
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One feels the impressiveness of a military funeral, 
but it is tenfold more impressive if you take part in it 
and a thousand times that when you are a part of 
the upcoming death of our entire way of life and the 
helping to oversee the destruction of our culture... 
Early up and about after a troubled night of near 
sleep; a stop for coffee at that little cafe; one last 
memory was my reason for the long pilgrimage 
through the narrow, gable-bordered streets in the 
central district, the bareheaded, an endless sea of 
refugee villagers, the glistening bayonets of the 
President's honor guard, the poor trembling 
mourners rushing by in rusty crapes, and at the 
head, black limo that struck me more as a hearse, 
with a great triumphant tricolor following the 
cross...which; to more than a few; our last grasp for 
Salvation and prayers for deliverance... 

It is too holy or terrible, too touching or humorous 
to put into words — the last kiss a soldier gives you 
for his family he will never see — a mixture of wit 
and pathos too poignant ever to reproduce. 

One can lay too much stress on the shambles, the 
misery, the cruelty, at the expense of finer realities 
that the world we grew up in; 
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those days are swiftly falling away and in the few 
faces that braved the avenue of going about like it 
was normal times; in their hearts they refused it 
instantly; but, still they watched as the fires grew 
closer from the east... 

As evening came to call, lining the eastern horizon; 
come the scurrying dust clouds of the outriders 
approaching; modern civilization's refugees still 
helplessly flooded into the city, the lithe and 
limbered whisking of the smell of modern warfare; 
gusts followed in their dust, dancing and whirling up 
into still distant twisters of smoke filled dust; 
heralding the coming myriads of mechanical, wolf 
monsters; seeking the whispered promises of the 
now darkening city of light... 

We know nothing except; that every frontier town is 
crowded with wounded, and the battle rages, and 
the Grand Army had retired; what some are saying. 
the enemy is mere kilometers from where we now 
set eating our fine dinner. 

The next day, a passing gentleman appeared with 
50 francs worth of cigarettes and the gramophone; 
instructing me to take these to the brave lads that 
lay cattled about in the cities manicured parks; he 
said that he could not bring himself to personally 
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secure this mission...out of kindness; I accepted 
but; neither could I fulfill this mission; as a young 
officer; I knew that I would be sent back to the 
front and to me this meant death or a very long 
detention where I would must surely die... 

I accepted but ditched the gramophone once the old 
gentleman turned the distant corner... 

I pocked the cigarettes far some future barter... 

It was a lovely morning, soft and silvered with light 
mists that veiled the rising sun as I approached the 
Southern Train Station; 

I had forgotten the world was so beautiful...arrived 
nearly on my scheduled time of departure. 

At the beginning of the rue, the trains sometimes 
took twenty-two hours between Paris and the 
southern frontiers... 

I bumped into a stalwart soldier of the old order, 
fresh from the collapsing fronts; He'd seen war was 
less than 50 meters away from the outskirts of the 
city, from the start of the conflict; but, now he too 
was escaping the coming fear of internment (more 
So as he was of Jewish ancestry) and he suggested 
that we leave the uniforms behind before we left the 
station, “No need to draw more attention to yourself 
than you need to...Commander...” 
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A heightened morale was gaining all along the 
platform as the train moved towards departure... 

I restrained from cheering as it might be 
misinterpreted but, I did cheer to myself! 

If you thought of me this sunny morning, and I'm 
sure you remembered the lights on the boulevard; 
even the Eiffel Tower has faded into the mist of my 
flight... 

“How do you Say transit in Spanish?” 
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